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ICE AND WIGILANCE. 
as a thorough-paced humbug, but I fear his latest absurdity leaves me no other alternative. In conjunction with 


Aunt Geeser and other elderly frumps, he has started what he calls the Battersea Vigilance Society, whose professed mission is the putting down of vice and 
drink in every form. With the object of opposing the renewal of the Empire Licence at the October Sessions, Papa and Auntie—the latter in her prettiest evening 
dress—paid a surprise visit to the famous promenade. They both say now it's lucky the bar was so handy, or they never would have survived the shock.” —Toorsts. 


RUNNING OFF WITH THE PROFITS. PROOF POSITIVE. 
HONOUR AMONG THIEVES. 
— — 


“T hardly like alluding to Poor Papa 


THIS case shows amusingly how the world wagged a 
hundred and eighty years ago. Young Jim Goodman, who 
was hanged for horse stealing on March 12th, 1716, served 
his time to a carpenter at Aylesbury, and “after he was out 

A of his time, he and two other young men agreed to have a 
1 venison pasty and make merry, in consequence of which 
they stole a deer, but, being taken into custody, one of them 
turned evidence, whereupon Goodman and the other were 
We a year in Aylesbury goal.” 

After his “enlargement,” he married and entered into 


aa business, which he carried on with success lor about nine 
N II 2 years, “ but becoming fond of idle company, he was soon N 
= reduced in circumstances, that he brought himself and 

—= family to ruin.” 


Coming to London, he made the acquaintance of one 


N eae Stephens, with whom he agreed to commit robberies on the 
N 2 highway. “Pursuant to this plan they stopped Phillip 
\ y White between Stratford and Ilford, in Essex, and robbed 


ee him of his horse, one shilling and his spurs.” Four days 
\ after this robbery, Mr. White saw Goodman on his horse at 
= Bow, in the company of Stephens, who was likewise on 

15 horseback. Hereupon Mr. White sent his servant todemand 

Hard me But I thought you were The Coming Poetess. Isn't it too bad, George ?—here’s another editor sent my poem back the horse, on which the robbers galloped off, but were pre- 
doing v0 we MW with that bourding-house of without reading it! Her Hubby. But how do you know he hasn't read it? gently lee by Mr. White and his man. Finding them- 
yours.” “Ye-es; but my wife’s ruu off The Coming Povetess. Don't be so absurd! He's sent it back! Doesn't that show he selves hard pressed, they quitted their horses and ran into 
with the paying guest.” hasn't read it? Her Hubby, Of course, dear; how silly of me! a field, on which Mr. White gave his servant a gun and bid 
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him follow them. ile did s. on which one of them fired twice, 
and said, “ D—n it, we'll kill or be killed. We won't be taken 
alive—our lives areas good as theirs.” On this Mr. White's servant 
fired his gun. which was loaded with pebble-stones, and, striking 
Goodman on the head, he was so stunned that he was easily taken; 
and some other persons now coming up, one of them drew a hanger 
and pursued Stephens, who submitting after a short resistance, 
both prisoners were conveyed to Newgate.” 

Stephens having been admitted as evidence against Goodman, 
the latter was brought to his trial, when he endeavoured to prove 
that he was in another place when the robbery was committed, 
and that he had purchased the horse; but the jury found him 
guilty, as they did not believe the testimony of his witnesses, 
After conviction, he was put in the bail dock, in order to receive 
sentence, but the night being dark, and being assisted by some 
other prisoners, he got over the spikes, and, though he was loaded 
with irons, effected his escape.” 

But it was not long before he was re-taken, and that owing toa 
singular circumstance. While in custody he delivered some money 
toa carrier to take into the country to his sweetheart ; but the 
carrier, a mean and paltry knave, supposing him helpless and 
bound to be hanged, kept the money for his own use. Wherefore, 
about a month after his escape, Jim “went to an ale house in 
Holborn. and sent for a lawyer to concert with him how to recover 
the money of the carrier, Here some persons in the house happen- 
ing to know him went to Newgate and informed the keepers 
where he was, and after a desperate resistance he was taken Into 
custody.” 

4 At the next sessions at the Old Bailey he received sentence of 
eath. 


BILLIAM THE BLOODSTAINED. 
CHAPTER I1.—( Continued.) 


PicTURE to yourself two youthful, yet intrepid, boys of noble 
birth and prepossessing appearance snoring on their backs upon 
the shelving shore of a Desert Island. Suddenly something awful 
awakens one of them, and he having his boots on kicks the other, 
„What's up?" says the other, kicking him back again, only harder, 
“See there?” screams the earliest kicker, and his face ghastly 
white and his teeth chattering in frenzied terror, he with a tremb- 
ling finger points. The sight that meets the eye of the first kicked 
—by name Alexandry, the Bloodless Boy—is indeseribably 
HIpEous and AWFUL!! If he could crawl underneath the 
shingle and pull it over him like bedclothes that boy would be 
on that job; but, alas! such an act is impomible, and the mon- 
strous creature creeps silently, but swiftly and surely. nearer, 
With a dismal groan he awaits his doom, whilst, with bated 
breath, Billiam the Bloodstained is meanwhile blue with funk. 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


— 
„ Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose « stamped envelope orm enough to containthe 
contributions submitied, Do not inclose loose stamps. 
Quite beneath your notice, TABBIE: Never mind their sneersa 
dit. Very, cery funny, OSWALD ; 7 nearly had a Jit, Calm 
him, we beseech you, SHAVER ; Naught was’ further from our 
mind, Cannot tell you, EDWARD LAWRENCK; But it seems a 
rg hose ferry. Non, we cannot use them, Thanks for entting, 
2 5 G. Not the least connection, TAMMIE; Surely that's not 
rd to see, 


— — 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post free: 
3 Months, 1e. 6d.; 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P. O. O. s payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“Tne SLOPER1ES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E. C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application. 
— — 


NINE OLAIMS ALREADY PAID. 


—£150 


Will be paid to the neæt. . kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, er Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to meet 
with his or her death in a Ratlway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HAL¥- 
Iior war“ be found upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Insurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
Sollowing Wednesday morning. 


— — 


TRY HIM. 


Elderly Passenger, Then if you call everyone who tips you 
sixpence a gentleman, what would you think of a' man who gave 
you half-a-crown ? ; 

Yorkshire Porter. Think 'im a darned fule, sir. 


— Gà—w 


IN THE CLUB SMOKE ROOM. 


Country Cousin, Who's that badly-dressed insignificant little 
man over there who seems to be getting so much attention? 

Ten Cousin, S-s-h-h! that's the Duke of — 

Country Cousin (vith awe). Really! I should never have 
thonght it, though. And this distinguished-looking man coming 
in at the door now? 

Jun Ditto. That? Oh! that's our head waiter. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


„Ju celebrate Queen Victoria's Reign, the longest in English 
History, Miss Tootsie Sloper is now designing the 
KINGS AND QUEENS OF ENGLAND COSTUMES. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 651.—The “Henry I.” Costuine. 


Mrs. Muqgina, Your horse looks done ub, cuban. Isn’s the bit 


uncomfortably large 


in his mouth? 


Cabby. Tain't the large bit in his mouth, mum, it's the small bit 


in his stomach. 


In his address to the Royal Poleaxe Society, Dr. Nansense said, 
“T saw bears playing football at the North Pole, and the team 
included at least one Scotchman.” We are requested by the Elder 
McNab to say it wasn't he, anyhow, 


FROM THE 'ALLS. 


“With me barskit hin me ‘and 
filled with disies, 
Oi shoily trips across thur 
dooy medder.” 


Beye 


HE NEVER WENT IN HIMSELF. 

“Margate is a fine place for 
sea-bathing.” “Yes;) but you 
don't bathe, do you?” “No; 
but I always advise everyone 
else to.“ 


(Saturday, October 17, 1896, 
WAITING FOR THE ‘BUS, 


3 S UNDER ENTIRELY 
ThE NEW 
GREY 
MARE’ 
op 


Appropriate position of Brown, after marrying a second time, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


— 


Overheard in the Saloon Bar of a Strand Hous>, 
Fibson, The landlord here is supposed to be one of the 
best judges of Scotch whisky in London. N a 
Jagby. Indeed! I shouldu’t have thought it, for this “Special” 
is simply filth, 8 . 
Iibaon. Ah! yes; but, if you notice, he doesn't drink it. 


* 
Tay Diana. What 1 want to know is: If a woman is allowed 
to ride a horse why should she not be permitted to ride a bike! 
Her Father (evidently speaking from experience), Well, u bike 
is easier to break than a horse, certainly; but, then, you see, it's a 
lot more dificult to get out of the way of, 
s 


Ix consequence of the number of engagements which have lately 
been announced, the members of the Junior Bachelors’ Club have 
unanimously decided that during the current vear they will attend 
all social functions in couples, and any member leaving his * pir” 
in dangerous or suspicious circumstances is to be held responsibi: 
for the consequences, 4 


Tn E soldier had fought with a valiance keen, 

And he lacked not muckle nerve; 
But for six long summers he lazed serene, 

At his ease, in the Army Reserve— 

Till, one morning, discouraged, he wailed a wail : 
“© Let me go to the wars once more!“ 

He had battled the brunt of a bargain sale 
With his daughter, the day befure ! 


s 
Fond Mat her. I suppose it’s not much use asking you, Robert, 
what you consider a model food for infants? 
Bachelor Uncle. Hm! my opinion is divided between the 
relative merits of prussic acid and Rougn on Rats, 


* 
Firat Man, How're yer getting on now, Bill? 
Second Man. Doin’ a roarin’ trade, mate. 
First Man, What's the game? : : 
Second Man, Imitating the lion’s growl in a travelling wild 
beast show, 3 


„ FIND she's not at all a good maid servant,” said Mrs. Sloper. 
as the new slavey finished clearing away the dinner. «!I 
events, my love,” responded the F. O. II., as his gaze dwelt tener! 
upon the Junoesque tigure of the retreating damsel, “at all events, 
my love, she’s a well made one.” n 5 

[And the good lady determined to give her notice on the cit. 


Poet. I burnt the midnight oil over that poem, sir. 
Our Chief (sadly), Dear, dear! What a waste! It would have 
been so much better to have burnt the poem. 


— — 


CcoN GENIAL CIRCUMSTANCES. 


THE other dav we came across a real, undiluted case of the 
absolute miserables. He was sitting in the private bar at a certain 
hostelry, drinking claret cold, iti A man who can lower him. 
self to the extent of drinking claret and cold water is in a very b wl 
way. You can measure up his form and tip him as coming init 
cast-iron last. But we were always affable and commiseratins 
with the weak and helpless, so we cssaycd to commune with the 
man. 

„Good evening,” we observed. 

„Les, I suppose it te a good evening,” he murmured, doubtfully, 
But he shot some i linen, typifying cuffs, as he spoke to us. 
Ile had some idea of dignity, after all. a 

We noticed that the rim of his hat was greasy, and the polish of 
it spoke of vaseline. His black suit was, like his voice, rusty. 
His boots were, like his spirit, broken. 1 Ape at 

„What's the matter with the evening, in your opinion. We 
asked, after the pause for noting details. eo 

He told us. “I've got lung complaint and a touch of plenrisy. 
This fresh, cold wind is touching me up a bit. and I feel sure my old 
asthma is on its way back for the winter. My youngest boy, aged 
seven, has been scut home from school with the measles, The 
other one has been run in for throwing stones at railway trains. 
and 1 have got to go and bail him out, and pay the fine in the 
morning. The baby has got the nettle-rash, and this afternoon he 
xwallowed my copying-ink pencil and a stick of sealing-wax. but 
it /n good evening, if you say so!” x 

“Have a tonic,” we insinuated, sorrowfully sympathetic, and 
inclined to weep a bit. 

“Claret cold,” he moaned. N 

“Don't!” we eried. Try a brandy hot.” He did. 

“1 may as well tell you the rest,“ he continued. 

“ Hav'n't you finished?” 

“Not nearly. I became surety for a friend six months back. 
My friend has skipped by the light of the moon, taking his 
governor's ensh. The brokersare coming into-morrow. That will 
make a good evening for to-morrow! I was going to pawn my 
watch and chain ay, but, as I turned up Great Queen Street. 
three bullies held me up quick and ramped me for the lot. But I 
have one gleam of consolation. I have had a row with the wife 
and she has gone home to her mother.” 

“Ts that all?” N 

“All!” hecried, in accents af withering scorn. “ There is enough 
left to fill three volumes. But I must get away and finish my 
night’s work.” 

What does that consist of?” 

„I have to do two columns of jokes for the humorous page of the 
Weekly Whirlwind!” 


Saturday, October 17, 1896 ] 


ON IT 


AGAIN. 


refer a bicycle with a diamond frame 
Jot carat is dot diamond ! 


— — 


THE REASON WHY. 
Clara. My dear girl! what could have induced you to marry an 
infirm old man of eighty? | ee 
Gladys. His age and his health, my dear, were the principal 
motives. 


TOOTSIE AND “TWO LITTLE VAGABONDS.” 


Ir is not every day that such a piece as that by Messrs. Pierre 
Decourcelle, G. N. Sims, and Arthur Shirley at the Princess's is to 
le seen. There is probably a good renson why ; but one can't help 
wondering how it was that Mr. Albert Gilmer for eo long a time 

' has kept such 


Bogwhecls, P'rapa you'd 
Gluckstcin (ewertedly). 


a gold mine 
hidden up his 
| sleeve. 

There are 
other melo- 

dramas to 
seen just now, 
notably at 


Drury Lane 

and the Adel- 
phi; but 
there's a bit too 
— much about 


\ foreign parts 
in the Adelphi 
piece, and a bit 
more too much 
nbout Australia 
in that at the 
Lane. The pre- 
sent Lane play 
is not of that 
pattern which, 
under the guid- 
ance of that 
Emperor 
among Mana- 
gers, Sir 
„Augustus Har- 
ris, brought in 
such wealth, 

x The Adelphi 
Wally: plays are get- 
Miss SYDNEY Talunnorurn. ting to be less 

and less 
homely and far away from what they were a year or two back 
when George R. Sims had a hand in them and drew tears an 
laughter. and to which the audience returned again and again. 
Messrs. Sims and Shirley—clever fellows, both—in their last united 
venture have given Londoners (and provincials, too, for that 
matter) just exactly what they like—London low life—the pathos 
of the existence of the poor, its smiles and bitterness. 

Those two dear little ragged vagabonds all women will hug to 
their hearts. Miss Tyndall's Dick is a dashing young ‘chap, and 
the part of Wally, his pal, is played with infinite tenderness by 
Miss Sydney Fairbrother, 1 would not care to be that self- 
. well-dressed person that sits out Wally's sorrows with 
dry eyes. 

People say they have troubles enough at home, and that when 
they go to the play they like a good laugh. 1 do not myself object 
to langhter and music. quite the contrary ; bot fun unduly 
lengthened out gets to be profoundly unfunny. Give me a good 
ery for choice. 

To cry over the 
mimic sorrow 
of the stage is . 
a delightful 
pastime and 
relief, and has 
been in fashion 
ever since the 
days of Nero. 
Vhat is the 
play about, 
were you ask- 
ing! It would . 
be a shame to Fe g {iu 
Wolk Mi 
\ 


Dick: 
Miss Kate TYNDALL. 


tell you and 
spoil the U N 
ensure you F W 
iave in store. MVM ATHY 
It is all plain il i il 
enough and Wi i 
easy to under- 0. if 
stand, and the | i 
last scene of ul \| 

is better than 1 

all the good 
scenes that 
have gone 
before. And as 
to the acting, 1 
can tind noth- 
ing but word: 
of praise for all 
concerned— 
a thoroughly 
good and efticient company, including, besides the impersonators 
of the two little street arabs already mentioned, Herbert Vyvvan, 
Ernest Leicester, Edward Coleman, ueraldine Olliffe, Eva Wil- 
liams, Edmund Gurney, and several other good and clever people, 


Bal Mullins: 
Mn. EpMUND GURNEY, 


The Cough Drop: 
Mn. Epwarv W. COLEMAN 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE CHEAPEST AND BEST MEDICINE BEFORE THE PUBLIC. 
Thousands of Testimunials from all parts of the Wortd, 


SLOPERS PILLS 


PRICE 9}¢ PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


FULL DIRECTIONS ACCOMPANY RACH BOX. 
A CERTAIN CURE FOR 


LIVER COMPLAINT, HEADACHE, Exo. 


83 East Street, New Chariton, 
August 20th, 1896. 


DEAR SIRS, - have used Sloper's Pills 
Sor four weeks with 


¢ reat satisfaction, as 1 hae 
been e, rom Indigestion and Loss of Voice. 
ours faithfully, 
PROFESSOR E. GILLMAN. 
Ventriluguist, 


IF YOUR CHEMIST DOES NOT KEEP THEM, SEND 
gid. IN STAMPS TO 


CURDEN & co., 99 Shoe Lane, Fieet St., London, E.C. 


AND A BOX WILL BE SENT BY RETURN. 


A REAL BOON TO LADIES, 


Especially to those who wish to know of a 


safe, certain, and speedy remedy for all irre- 
8 gulnrities and obstructions, a remedy which LADIES 

inde: r ying circums and in 

under the most trying circumstances and i LADIES 

the most diflicult an LADIES 
5 5 mir 1 INATE CASE LADIES 

OBST ‘ASKS 
NEVER FAILS TO AFFORD 

TO RELIEF LADIES 
TO GENERALLY IN A FEW HOURS, LADIES 
TO 

No ease hopeless, failure is 1 N impossible, LADIES 
1 as Mrs. Snow, of Denmark Hill, Camberwell, LADIES 

writes: LADIES 
TO “By adopting your treatment my anxiety LADIES 
TO and misery was over within twenty-four hours, LADIES 
TO although for over three months 1 had been 

daily taking pills and other things in vain. LADIES 
10 3 the A you pent, pegred effective, LADIBS 

o my intense joy and surprise.” LADIES 
TO A sworn guarantee is enclosed with all testi- LADIES 
TO monials and medicine, which is inex pensive, 

3 1 — Les 6d. (by post, 48. 9d.) is us- 3 
TO ually suliicient for any case. LAD. 
TO Full particulars will be gladly forwarded to LADIES 
TO any lady on receipt of addressed envelope. LADIES 
TO Write privately to LADIES 
＋ Mus. A. 8. ALLEN, 

‘Oo 145 STOCKWELL ROAD, LADIES 

TO LONDON, S. W. LADIES 


AN HONEST MIBDICINE. 

DR. DAVIS’S FAMOUS PILLS FOR FEMALES 
Are Unequalied. The most effectual en earth. Nothing can resiet them. 

94d., 1/13, 2/9, 4/6. Sent free from observation by 


Dr. DAVIS, 309 PORTOBELLO ROAD, LONDON, W. 
Or order of any chemist. 

Dr. Davis's little book for MARRIED WOMEN sent free on receipt 

ot a stamped addressed envelope. 


GIRLS UNCLE BOFFIN’S ADVISED. 


She was an artist's model, aud was in the habit of sitting to 
hig pots. Nunkey advised her on no account to go in for the 
nltogether—he strongly disapproved of it. 


— — 


A FAIR OLD QUANDARY. 


Tun hop season this year has! gone a blcomer” and thonsands 
of ootless pickers are wandering about the south countree ekeing 
out their miserable existences on fresh air and unripe blackberries, 
poor wretches, Rut in one particular district, not a million miles 
from Paddock Wood, even the berries have failed, so that the 
resourceless hoppers have crowded the poorhonse to such an 
extent that there's not even standing room for the regular 
customers. In this dilemma the labour-master went upto the local 
chairman of the magistrates the other morning to see what could 
be done. Now this great man is a rare hand at resource, although 
he didn't get much schooling in the days when the waxen cylinders 
of his mind were in the best condition to receive it. He frowned, 
twiddled his thumbs, and finally remarked : 

“Thave it, Parsons! I have it! As it's no hearthly good thinkin’ 
a-buildin’ 2 new wing to the workus at the expense o the rate- 
payers it resolves itself into acase of gittin' rid o the bounders, and 
you nacherally asks ‘ow! I think the best way ‘ud be to put 
oo in their corfy — somethiuk cheap, speedy an’ pain - 
es, 

The labour-master was considerably horrified, and protested that 
such a course was nothing short of murder. J/e would have 
nothing to do with it. So once more the giant intellect went to 
work, Presently its owner asked ; 

“Ow do they spend their time when not doin’ their tasks?” 

The labour-master replied that, for the most part. after they had 
dove their stone-breaking, they stood about the wards—there being 
not enough beds to go round—and discussed the bitter problems 
of pauper life. 8 

Ahewtiful- just the very thing!" cried the unpaid administrator 
of the law, delightedly. “They're just the sort o blokes my lan uit 
act on! It's this: this very night i shall come down an’ deliver a 
lecture ‘Is Suicide a Sin. 1 shall old that it ain't.“ These 
bounders 'I start discussin' of it. and—well, you'll leave the 
outer doors unlocked so that them that is convinced kin get to the 
mill-pond.” 
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CASTE. 


“Me marry you—and your father a chimbley sweep—no fear! . 


— — 


SOMETHING LIKE A TRAGEDY. 

“T KNEW there was something peculiar about ‘im,” said the 
chambermaid of the Crown aud Thistle, emphatically ; “ I didn't like 
the look of is heye.” 

“It waa a bit wild-looking,” agreed the landlady ; “I noticed 
that when he said 
good-night.” 

“He eat a good 
dinner too, added 
the young woman who 
acted as waitress, “and 
he didn’t spare for 
nothin’ in the way of 
wine neither.” 

“P'r'aps the gent 
only overslept. ‘isself 
after all,“ said the 
“boots”; », did 
reem a bit top-‘eavy 
last night.” 

5 1 1 imself,“ 
anecred the cham- 
bermaid with wither. 
ing scorn, oO 
vou do talk. Ain't 1 
bin a-callin’ of ‘im for 
the larst ‘arf-hour— 
a-bangin’ and a. nm · 
merin a' most fit to 
wake the dead, aud can’t get no answer! Don't tell me; c' b n 
and killed ‘imself, that's wot's ‘e's done: and when ‘we breaks ohen 
that door we shall find *im lyin’ stitf nnd stark in his gore with the 

ison bottle clasped tight in ‘is stitfenin’ tingers. I know what 
know, and you don't catch me sleepin’ in this ouse to-night not 
for twenty times my wages.” 

“ Hold your tongue, girl,” said the landlady, sharply, but looking 
fearfully towards the fatal chamber nevertheless. 

“ Lor’, Mary, vou do give me the creeps, you do,” whispered the 
waiting maid; “it’s orful to ‘ear you.” 

“Robert,” commanded the landlady, sternly, “just give one 
more knocking at the gentleman's door, and if he d vesn't answer 
break it open.” 

The heroic youth hesitated ; but the eye of his mistress was upon 
him. and he obeyed tremblingly. There was uo reply. 

“ Louder,” said the landlady ; and plucking up his courage the 
palapey boots kicked half the paint off the bottom of the door. 
But all was silence within—grim, dead silence. 

“Force it open, Robert,” said his mistress, retreating all the same 
to the end of the passage ; “force it open, and go in and see if 
anything's uppened to the poor gentleman.” 

ut Robert wasn’t having any this time—he refused point blank. 

41 can smell blood.“ he said, in tragic tones; and the terror- 
stricken women shricked in horror. 

At last the chambermaid bethought herself of the village 
constable, and Robert was despatched to tind him, He came— 
calm, grave and dignitied, He, too. gave a preliminary knocking, 
and then, with one mighty kick with his heavily-shod boot, burst 
open the door. 

‘And what awful sight met the gaze of the trembling onlookers ? 
A wretched suicide, terrible in his self-intlicted death? No; only 
a wide-open window, an ü rope of twisted bed-sheets, 
which had served to lower the late guest and his luggage, und a 
polite note apologising for the abruptness of his departure and the 
non-settlement of the fortnight's bill, “Only this,“ as the poet 
says ; ouly this, and nothing more.” 


— — 


SLOPER'S ANCESTORS. 
No, 34. 


PENTONVILLE SLOPER, 
KILLED IN BATTLE, 1746. 
H. A., at Balmoral, 


WORMWOOD 
Born, 160. 
From the painting by Briton Riciere, 


ALLY SLOPER® HALF-HOLIDAY. 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—Mest}s. ACTON PHILLIPS & SON. 
11 5 1 . 


7 
WY) a 
Ay Wi 
% Y [te 


LLL) oe 

As Mr. Acton Phillips, senior, was emerging from the portals of the G. Taylor —(4) Graham Wentworth.——(5) Charley East, brother 
Lyric Opera House, Hammersmith, the other evening, he felt the of general manager,—(6) Jack,—(7) H. C. Morton, and the rest. 
crook of an umbrella inserted in his coat-collar. “Who the—what and charming ladies. The curtain down on Act II., “Now I'll just 
the!” criedt he, indignantly ; “Mr, SLOPER! my dear sir, how are interview Acton, junior,” said A. SLoPER ; “where is he? (one to 
you?” “Blooming, Acton, senior, dear boy, blooming! Youexpected their other show, the Theatre of Varieties?) Funny he did not leave 
me?” “M’yes! but you'll have to excuse me—just time to catch the word for me to follow on. No matter, I. will.” A. SLOPER caught 
train—off to Brighton. I reside there now, you know.“ Then how him at the bar. Excellent Unsweetened,” rattling company. Acton, 
about the interview? Ah, happy thought i' I'll run down with you junior, driven in a corner, modestly admitted that over thirty artistes 
—could do with a bit more briny."——(1) Just then Mr. Acton — of note had made their début there, embracing Marie Lloyd, Dan 
Phillips, junior, appeared on the sceve, A. SLOPER turned to greet Leno, the Sisters Desmond, Vesta Victoria, etc., ete. A. SLOPER also 
him: a tiash of coat-tail and the senior proprietor and manager was extracted from the blushing Acton, junior, that he had played first 

one. “I do call that too bad of the governor,” said Mr. Acton fiddle at such little musical gatherings as the Handel Festival like an 

hillips, junior, to himself. Anon A. SLOPER was elegantly reclining angel. Well, Acton, junior,” cried the k. O. M., “the good people of 
in the stalls of the handsome theatre, where the good old Hammer- Hammersmith owe you and your respected father a debt of gratitude 
smith ghost walks most regularly on treasury days.——(2) The for providing them with the Lyric Opera House and the Theatre of 
Eminent's dear friend, Jennie Lee, was playing “Jo,” supported by a —_—- Varieties, which, by the crowded state of both your ho they seem 
tirst-rate company, including such g. men, and true, as——/3) J. anxious to repay at the box office, Go on and prosper! Farewell!” 


SHE'S ALL RIGHT. BROWSIDE AUTUMN POACHING HAS COMMENCED. 


„Thanks, awfully, dear boy!“ 


A WEIGHT-CARRIER. 


— N 


" (1) As the Elder and Parritch were French-nailing a few “duckies” in Swine s 

Friend (who has given Tompkins a mount), inundated farm,—(?2) McSwine roared, “Git oot o thin, ye yaller-noxed cormorant, or 

All right, old man, she's like that at starting; A'll knock the dust oot o A And Parritch remarked,“ Man Elder, that French- 

don’t shout, or she'll think she’s got the best of nail tonic will do the auld tadpole's blood good; his system was down a bit through 
it, and then there's no doing anything with her. excessive snulf-taking.” 


L Saturday, October 17, 1896, 
A SOFT ANSWER. 


iy ull 
4 


Open-Air Preacher (reading his tert). TI 8 ’ 
1er at Back, Thanks! 5 3 
Open- Air Preacher, Oli! I didn’t know you were 

there! 


WHAT COULD HE HAVE MEANT? 


Farmer (disvussing fishing with hia departiny 
bu rde r). It's a thing I don't care u. flea-bite for, sir, 

Departing Boarder, Then why not sleep in wy 
Ledroom for a couple of nights? 


ONCE MORE TO THE BREECH. 


“y 


8 


“Cau't yer do it somewheres else, mother? 
Boo-v-0-oor |” 


SLIGHTLY MIXED. 


Old Giggs. Mere, I say, you're trying to get in 
at the wrong door ! 

Reveller, You—hic be blowed ! You've—hic !— 
got your head outsh of the wrongsh—hic !—window ! 
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Creedy: cel. — 
OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


His latest garb, we must admit, Is not a very happy fit :—We see in this sad scene and like The darker aspect of the strike:—The record-breaker Stocks 


behold, A splendid rider, so I'm told -—What brew the heart of man can cheer Like really prime October beer ?—The Palace Concerts start once more, And 


Manns conducts them as of yore:—A happy knack the Kaiser's got Of doing that which he should not The season for this sort of thing The winter's chilly 
days will bring —-THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN. 


„„ Colesa 


„ Miss Sloper will be delighted to recewwe KOSHER! SHE HASN'T FORGIVEN HIM YET. 


photographs from those of her Sriends whose 
portraits have not yet been inserted 
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ON Billy | 5 
Mr. Thilbershtein. Mithter Tholomonth, you & damon “Fie, Baron! you've not been near me all the evening! I’m not ged to the 


thelling thauthageth! Shelp me neth! Pes 7 A 
f 8 cold shoulder. Ze cold sholdere? Ah, no! zen perhaps madame will 
Mr. 1 It vhas all righdt, my vrendt; dere vhas Mit me to help her on wiz her cloak ?” 


THAT SHOW BARRED. 


ige, 


2 


No. 465.— Miss MADELEINE CAREW. 
“Oh ! promise me that some day you'll be mine!” 
. -T Ie Dook Snovk, 
“ Deign, fairest maid, to smile upon thy slave, u Vigee, I don't care about theatres so much as music- 0 
Lord Bob. halls, cause you can't get anything to drink while the . 
“My heart's aflame with love's, strong mystic show's On. “That—ahem !—is precisely my objection to (1) Anticipation (2) Agitation, (3) Realisation 


passion,” —The Hon, Billy. going to Exeter Hall, my young riend.“ 


8285 5 
I 


334 
ALLY-CAMPANE, 


— 

WHat can be said of Cymbeline in the few words we can here 
devote to its praises? ‘So great, so magnificent, so artistic 2 
production cries 
loud Hor columns 
of aelulatory de- 
scription, And 
yet, dare we 
whisper it. zentle 
render!) It ia a 
dull play, deadly 
dull at times, 
Rise not, oh de- 
voted Irvingites! 
and slay us in 
vour wrath ; bear 
with us in our 
Vhilistinism, we 
pray you, The 
great Sir Henry is 
not responsible 
fur the “book,” 
it is n classic, 
and. as such, un- 
ustuilable, We 
forgive the 
author on ae. 
count of “other 
successes,” Our 
greatest actor has 
been seen to more 
advantage than 
ns lachimo, but 
Ellen Terry, us 
Imogen, never. 
It is she and her marvellous Alma-Tadema gowns everybody is 
rushing to see. And after that, scenery, staging, and—boredom. 

2 


4 s 

“ THE Groceries ” attracted big crowds to the Agricultural Hall, 
and those responsible for the successful exhibition may consider 
themse!ves patted upon the back by A. SO ER. The samples 
pressed upon the Ruin by obliging stall-holders would almost have 
stocked a sinall chandlery store, 8 


s 
THE re-engagement of the celebrated “ Minstrels Parisiens,” and 
the ee of the continental song and transformation artistes, 
«Les Ramoneurs,” still further strengthen the Palace Theatre's 
mngniticent programme. Lottie Collins is going great guns, and 
the famous Tableaux are as beautif ul and artistic as ever, 


2 

It’s a wonderful age, wonderful! No longer will the suburban 
resident be dependent upon an extortionate railway company, or a 
piratical omnibus for convey- 
nnce to his office. No longer 
will the haughty cabman_ or the 
unrelenting tramway director 
have things all his own way, 
The road-skate is going to 
change all this. In n very short 
time we shall all be speeding 
hither and thither at twelve 
miles an hour on this valuable 
invention. Certain railways 
whose trains have never yet 
attained this degree of speed 
will have to shut up shop, in 
fact, a big revolution all round 
must be the inevitable result. 
A. SLOPER is having a pair built 
for him, They don't keep the 
Ancient’s size in Stock. 


THE Tottering Tower has this 
day conferred the “Award of 
Merit“ upon Harry I. IX po, 
because he's Deconport’s IJ. urn 
Comedian, “And aw rare good 
‘un, too, feyther,” chirruu d the 
possessor of the cerulean tinted 
peepers : “hif honly you wos ‘arf 
us funny in your duflin’ old mg 
as 'Arry is in 'in songs, yon might 
rell enough to keep the brokers out of yer ‘arth and ‘ome, whilst, 
nx it is Woll. as it was the venturesome boy got such a drub. 
Ding that even the stony-hearted man in possession downstairs let 
fall a pitying tear, 9 


CArrAIN A. SIMPSON, 8.8. e e has dropped mare 
empty bottles into the ocean than any living man. The genial 
Captain makes a point of enclosing a printed label in each bottle 
before chucking it overboard, which urs the following words : 
* The finder of this coupon is requested to communicate when and 
where it was found, to “ The Sloperica,” London H. C. and Ieapa 
Just Reward.’ These sea-stained labels reach us from all parts of 
the world. One has just come to hand from Mr. Mowbray, the 
Oiticer in charge at the Police Station, MacDonnell Bay, South 
Australia, The label says it was committed to the deep June 5th, 
1896, in lat. 38.23/S. long. 141° 15 H. Mr. Mowbray says it was 
(eked up on the beach about a mile South East of Mac Donnell 

tay,on the I2th f July. Wotcher! When Sloper iirst at Heaven's 
Command arose from out the azure Main! 

* 


= 

THE Oxford is going strong and well with its usual big and 
first-rate programme, That's the beauty of the house over whose 
destinies Mr. Lundy so ably 
presides, you are always sure 
of a capital show—there are no 
“off” nights there. Vanoni. 
Dan Leno, Marie Collins, Lady 
Mansel and Albert Christian 
were among the many stars 
who contributed to the enter- 
tainment when we looked in 
recently. Al. I. vs old pal, the 
White-Eved Katlir, was there, 
too—his last appearance before 
his Australian tour. Mr. Lundy, 
the Aged congratulates you. 

* 


— 

THE Committee of the Vic- 
toria Hospital for Children wish 
it to be known that a Grand 
Imperial Féte and Fancy Fair 
will be held at the Royal 
Botanical Gardens, Regeut’s 
Park, in June next year, to 
commemorate the Sixtieth year 
of Her Majesty's reigu. It is 
not unlikely that the F. O. M. 
will take an important part in 
the atfair. and exhibit to u 
wondering British Public some 
very tine specimens of the cele- 
brated Sloperian Tatur. Oh, 
they're all very tine and large!” 


The Gay Parisienne stil) continues her triumphant career at 
the Duke of York's. New songs and dances and business have 
been crammed in where possible, and the piece shows no sign of 
waning popularity. It's one to see and see again. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


SLOPER’S DANCING ACADEMY. 


SIGNOR SLOPERINT IS NEVER HARSH WITH HIS PUPILS; HIS 
ONE WISH IS TO MAKE THINGS JOYFUL AND HOMELY, 


No. 18.—Miss May Thatcham in the “ Highti Flighti Rang Tang,” 
a beautiful dance, and brim full of poetry. 


— — 


THE ARTLESSNESS OF THE SMALL BOY. 

“He is a bit of a young un for me to go about with,” admitted 
eight-year-old Willie Bowen, alluding to his little chum who was 
not vet breeched, “but then mother says I'm allus to share every- 
think with me companions, and—well, this kid's mouf ain't bigger 
than u canary’s.” 

With old ange and second childhood often comes extreme petti- 
ness, A Goose Green granny sternly refused to ajlow her grandson 
to bathe in the Surrey Canal, because he'd got n pain in his stomach. 
Fancy! And after him pointing out to her that he could swim on 
his back, too! 

For thoughtful consideration for his parents, little Willie Selkirk- 
peters, of Maryland Point. waltzes off with the bun. Willie.“ 
said his dear mother, I should 4% like to tell people that you are 
a rely good boy, who minds everything that is said to him,“ 
* Mother,” replied Willie, seriously, as he clutched the kitten in his 
breeches pocket by the throat to prevent its squalling, “it would 
indeed be Al, copper-bottomed and registered first-class at Lloyd's 
but don’t do it. Don't let them think you're an unregenerate liar!’ 

“A place for everything, and everything in its place,” said a 
Harlesden small boy's father, severely, and in the bedroom of 
Master Tommy, who had been the nuixance of the dinner-table, he 
hung a motto-card, Little Boys Should Be Seen and Not Heard, 
A place for everything, and everything in its place.“ said Master 
Tommy a few hours subsequently, as he packed up and forwarded 
the motto to the deaf and wumb orphan asylum, 


—— — 


SWEETNESS LONG DRAWN OUT. 


HE was one of those lovers who liked to do his courting by 
inches. He'd heard—or he may even have read it in some cynical 
“comic” paper—that the jamurest period of u young man’s life is 
when he’s dallying with the lump of loveliness he's picked out tu 
share his fireside and his future. So he went at it gingerly—even 
to the extent of saying some of his sweetest things over to himself 
beforehand, so as to hear how they sounded, and find out which 
were the best words to put the accent on. That's how it was that 
he came to ask her a very Commonplace, tho’ momentous, question 
in this style: 

“© Miss Short—er, Minnie—mav I hope one day to win you?” 

From the top of his classic forehead to the tips of his rusret 
Balmorals she surveyed him superciliously. 

“Win me?” she repeated, scornfully. I will admit, sir, that 
Christmas is on the way, and that a little bit of speculation is par- 
donable, but when you talk of winning me, permit me to remark 
that l'in not a prize turkey that's to be ratiled for at the bar of a 
public-house !" 

——— 


THE LAST PERFORMANCE OF THE SEASON AND THE 
FIRST WASH. 


Bruddev Boncs (in ecstasy), All- a- li! this is Gully ! 


(Saturday, October 17, 1896 
THE ABDICATION OF MRS. BRYSON, 


— 
CHAPTER XIII. 

King Loriabuloo's permission to leave the island was aw 
John J.. Thomson, and equally sweet to Mrs. Bryson. Trea 
latter lady when she knew that her hold on the affections of 1h. 
dusky monarch was so slight felt rather humbled, She knew t),,... 
was little hope in her own laud of attaining matrimonial distin), 8 
far less of enjoying royal Hy 
honours, but she reflected 
that both these dignities 
had been considerably miti- 
gated by the fact that they 
were shared by twenty-six 
other Indies, and she felt 
that the time could not be 
for distant when that group 
of hearts might cease to 
beat as one. 

Mrs. Bryson, however, 
was resolved that though 
she hud to leave her hus- 
band, it would not be with- 
out the means of adequate 
support. In her researches 
into the wardrobe of the 
deceased section of Mrs, 
Lorinbuloo, in which she 
had found so many things 
of use to her personal de- 
coration, she had also found things which would be valuabie in more 
civilised lands, Among these were a little pile of Beart upon which 
the eye of jeweller had never fallen, and these Mra. Bryson eon. 
cluded ought to be taken where they would be better appreciate 

Mr. John Babbleton Thomson had also been busy. Among other 
things in the royal treasury was a handsome quantity of gold 
coins, These coins he reflected would be useful in meeting future 
taxes which civilized communities deem it imperative to impose on 
citizens ; to leave them where they were was to leave them ton 
wholly useless existence. Money was made to be spent; it was nut 
spent where it was lying. John Thomson resolved to rescue that 
coin from its ignoble sphere of uselessness, and to carry it to a 
. where it might be exchanged for beer und tobacco, ‘Besides 

ohn B. argued that he had been Renee of the State Treasures fur 
several weeks and had received no salary. Asa devoted labourer 
he was worthy of his hire, and he assessed his value at a fairly 
liberal bagful of bullion. 

Mr. John B. Thomson had no intention of leaving the island 
precipitately, and of running the risk of having to knock about 
he ocean in u frail canoe for weeks in company with his mother. 
in-law. 

He therefore anxiously kept a look out fora ship. Mrs. Bryson 
still continued to dress in her most fashionable garments, The 
other ladies in the royal court followed suit, and as Kinz 
Loriabuloo had set him an example in the new departure, he did 
not care to drop off his warm clothing till the white woman had 
gone, and so he fumed and fretted with the heat till John l.. 
Thomson began to fear that if their departure was long delayed 
the King might precipitate a return to comfort by knockiug his 
wife on the head with a club. 

But the matter did not need such 2 tragic development. John 
N. Thomeon’s eager search for the welcome smoke of a steamer 
was at length rewarded, and John B. hastened to bid the Kinz 
farewell. For some time 
John had had a canoe realy 
to launch at a moments 
notice, and it only remained 
for them to launch her nud 
put their luggage on boar, 

t was the mutter of lug - 

gage that made John B. 
Thomson somewhat doubt- 
ful. Mrs. Bryson and he 
had landed on the island 
in somewhat destitute cir- 
cumstances as regarded 
clothing; but now his 
belongings included a 
Glndstone bag filled with 
articles, and he wore a full 
suit of clothes he had se- 
lected from the royal trea- 
sure house. Mrs. Bryson, 
too, had two leather trunks 
an and a tin bonnet-box. 
, Even King Loriabuloo appeared struck by the remarkable 
increase of properties which had come into the possession of the 
castaways ; but as King Loriabuloo had got tired of clothes, aud. 
as he concluded the luggage consisted of clothes, he was rather 
glad than otherwise to see them exported from his dominions. 

The leave-taking was brief. King Loriabuloo, as the canoe was 
shoved otf, merely remarked, - Ta-ra-ra bobm- de- ay!“ to which 
courtesy, Mr. Thomson responded with, “Oh, go to blazes!” to 
which Mrs. Bryson added a hearty, “ Amen!” aud so bade 
farewell to her royal consort, 

(Zu be concluded next week.) 


SOMER-SAULTED CLAIMS. 
{Turning somersaults is now recommendel by the faculty for Obesity, 
Dyspepsia, ete.) 

Au! Tremble, thou 

Fiend Indigestion, 
No more thy attacks 
need we dread ; 

For thou now canst be 
quelled beyond 
question 

By somersault-throw- 
ing, ’tis said. 

And fear we no more 
the Fiend Fatness, 

No more we'll his 
terrors endure ; 

For we now may reduce 
all that That-ness, 

By trying the Somersault Cure! 
Then Ho! ho! ho! 
Iver we go! 
Iusbands and wives, sister, cousina and Co.! 


Then come every dull- eyed Dyspeptic— 
Away with Black Draught and Blue Pill; 
Le not re this tiplet a sceptic, 
zut of handsprings” and such take your fill. 
And come, all ye folks of “full habit“ 
Your podginess wherefore endure ; 
Trv “tumbling,” yea, forth go and blab it— 
This Wonderful Somersault Cure! 
Then Ho! ho! ho! 
Come, over“ you ga 
And drive out those Demons, Dyspepsia and Co.! 
— 


THE ONLY REMEDY. 5 
Penhkecker, That restorer you sold me is no good at all. Havent 
you anything to prevent the hair coming out! 1 
Barber (who is acquainted with Mr. Pl domestic tris). 
Well, sir, there is only one sure thing that I can suggest. 
Penhecker. What's that? ae ‘ 
Barber, That, sir, is to have it cut so short that the missis cant 
get hold of it. 


5. 


Saturday, October 17, 1098. 
SLOPER'’S UNNATURAL HISTORY. 


No. 6—THE TIGER. 
The Teer is divided into three classes, Class 1 was very 
n 


common in A. SLO EU's younger days, but is now seldom to bo 
met with. Its custom was to hang with wonderful tenacity on to 
the straps behind a private cab, and there from its coign of vantage 
make faces at the passer-by, Class 2 in now extinct ; the species 
died out with the einging chambermaid, with whom it would run 
in couples. A. SLOPER is sorry, for it was, indecd, a lively little 
saline and when properly trained was exceedingly diverting. 
Clase 3 is the Tiger of the Jungle. It is highly decorated with 
black stripes ona yellow ground; but should the traveller stay to 
admire the admirable arrangement of colour it would be advisable 
to stand behind a friend or something, as the beautiful creature 
has the reputation of being rather savage, and is said to look upon 
man, irrespective of nationality, as a toothsome delicacy. This 
being thus, A. Son prides himself upon sessing a splendid 
specimen which he shot while in India with II. R. II. the Prince of 
Wales, and stuffed with his own hands. It now graces the Hall of 
Mildew Court, 8 
( Tu be continued), 


POEMS ON PARAGRAPHS. 
No. 16.—TuE DESECRATION OF Gob's ACRE. 
(A curate, who crdered and superintended the hacking to pieces of a church- 
18 “2 was recently fincd for such indecent and violent Lehavivur.—see 
Tess. 
I love that ancient Saxon phrase which call 
The burial-ground God's Acre! It is just!” 
—LONGFELLOW. 
Al. A8! that ancient Saxon phrase 
Appears no longer justly given : 
For Christians in these modern days 
(Who deem themselves more close to Heavea 
Than stood their prototypes of yore) 
From time to time amaze, astound 
Our minds— as, dazed, we ponder o'er t 
Dark scandals of the burial-ground ! 


Rank Bigotry may rave and rant, 
Like mumbling Pagan in his den ; 
And priestly Greed may disenchant 
Our souls of love for reverend men. 
We smile with calm contempt, to note 
Such weeds in pious soil abound : 
But angry gutturals choke our throat, 
When “Christians” mar the burial-ground t 


While priests indulge in priestly wrong 
Against our living selves, our nerves 

Are strong to bear it with the strong 
And sturdy scorn it well deserves. 

But rage from weeping eyes flames red, 
When God's elect despoil the mound— 
The sacred mound—which hides our dead 

Beloved ones in the burial-ground ! 


“God's Acre!” Let the Saxon phrase 
Be banished from our tongues, forsooth ! 
Too often, in these modern days, 
“Tho Devil's Field” seems nearer truth l 
And, if the Church would flourish still, 
Oh, let her hound beyond her bounds 
Those ghouls who wreak their foul ill-will 
And ogreish spite on burial- grounds! 


—• w 


BUT HE DIDN'T CONTRIBUTE. 


Literary Asmrant. Which magazine will on helmet. 

give me the highest position quickest ? 
Well-to-do ‘Editor A powder magazine [ 

ehould say, especially if you contribute a 


fiery article 


FACT, WE ASSURE YOU. 


Norman warrior with curious nasal derence 


covered in the neighbourhood of Boko in 
Normandy, and supposed to date from 
William the Cunkeror, 


&4LLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


— 
„Buidgurox Society,” 34 Nonrn Srnxzr, Pniaurox, 
September wth, ISD. 

Dear S1R,—T hasten to thank you most heartily for the“ Award 
of Merit,“ which shall have an honorable place upouw my walls. 
I used to read “SLOPER, His Book“ in the early days, when he was 
tirst—so to speak—dawning upon the world, Little did L imagine 
that 1 should one day be admitted to his Friendship. It is an 
honour that 1 dreamed not of. Accept, Sir, the assurance of my 
consideration the most distinguished. 

I. MacKinnon WALBRCOK. 
0 P.S.—1 have not a photograph, but will have one done, and send 
ou. 


OUR LADY’S CORNER. 
Conpuctep BY Lapy Dowpy. 
— — 

(In consequence of “Lady Dowdx.“ having gone away for a 
well-earned holiday, several letters will remain unanswered until 
her return, and the Assistant Editor, who has taken this column 
over during her temporary absence, begs to apologise if he has 
made any technical mistake in his answers, and assure correspon 
dents that he has done his best.) 


“ MONTHLY Nurse.” NEW Lamps for OLp,” “Jamror Hat.” 
“Rep Gun,“ “DECREE Nisi.” “PEROXIDE of HYDROGEN,” 
“TRIPLETS,” “SANITAS,” and “HicKERY Pickery,” will 
have to wait until “Lady Dowdx's“ return. as the Assistant 
Editor is a single young man and does not understand anything 
about it. 

AMELIA.—Teagowns were so named, not because they wer 
exclusively used for teafights, but because in their make they 
resemble the letter T. being eut square at top and then falling 
straight to the ground. At present they are being worn with 
short-waisted sleeves, poufed bodices, and /h. de Chine 
revers trailing gracefully on the ground, The basque is made of 
butcher blue turned up with cau de Cologne, 


AND NO WONDER, EITHER. 


“Wanted a good plain cook, is that it, Maria? Well, no one 
doubts your being plain; but as to the other, well—! * 
[Ructions followed, 


— — 


A BAD BREAK. 

THE wise young man who would say pretty things to his best 
girl will take A. SLopen’s tip and rehearse them. Charlie 
Badthurst was a common or garden hass, and neglected this 
precaution, He sate by the side of his Dorothea on the sofa, aud 
said such things about her heavenly blue eves, her cherry lips, and 
her Cupid’s bow of a mouth that the Recording Angel fairly 
perspired in trying to keep up with Charles's tally. g 

„And as to that divinely-moulded nose,“ the bidly-smitten 
Radthurst went on, Michael Angelo himself could not have 
fashioned a fairer. when all his tools were new and he felt he waa 
inthe humour. Those golden-brown curls, of the hue that Titian 
loved to limn—” b 5 

“Flatterer!” she cried, “if you don't stop this very instant, I 
shall put my hands over my ears, so there! * . ; 

“ Don't care if you do,” responded Charles, haif-secing his way 
to another bit of gush, “for those little hands are much too 
small——” With a fine disdain, she had flung his arm aside and 
arisen from the sofa. 8 : 

“Considering that your own ears resemble nothing so much in 
size and shape as the storm rudder of a Dutch evl-boat, | don't 
think. if 1 were you, I would vulgarly jeer at the ears of other 
people!” And she swept frum the apartment. 


From a tapestry recently dis- : 
evening. 


in having a change. 


JUST COME BACK. 


Roggtes. Jo. Vin not myrelf at all this 


Geraldine, Well, there's some advantage 


A MEETING. 


“What becomes of us when 
we die, dad?!“ We go to dust, 
my boy.“ What: Coal dust?” 


— — 


FARES WOT I'VE DROVE. 

a (THE CONFIDENCES OF haba 00,051.) 

= TWENTY pounds, remember, if yon get me out of this.’ 

: Ah it was worth trvin’ for. guv’nor, worn't it? You can't 
nick that up every day of the week, and thinks l to myself you're 
in luck'n way, my fad, you are; you're goin’ to be a blessed 
Dloatered aristocrat afore you give up keb drivin’, 

very soon see, though, as my cove were right about bein’ 
follered, There was two chaps in n hansom a-comin’ after us full 
pelt, and atidy nag they'd got between the shafts, too; but, bless 

15 sir, it was like settin’ a bloomin’ terrier to ketch a grey ound. 

ada bit of sport with ‘em though, Sometimes Id let tother keb 
get as close as thirty or forty yards of us, and then Pd det Kitty 
‘ave ‘er own way a bit, and away we'd go and lose sight of ‘em in 
about a minute. Larf, | couldn't ‘elp it. Why, it was worth doin’ 
for the mere fun o' the thing, let alone the money. 

„As it‘appened it was a haccident wot put n stop to the game, 
Just as I see the other poor beast ‘ad ‘ad about enough of i: 1 
hears a sound that tells me the fun ‘ad pretty soon got to end—one 
of Kitty’s shoes was a-comin’ off. j 

“Well, sir, it didn't take me long to make up my mind then, I 
ups with the trap and puts the case to my man straight. ve done 
the best I ean for yer, guv'ner, I ses, ‘and if younin’t satisfied you 
can take back yer urf en note, but lame my mare 1 ain't going to— 
no, not for the Queen of England ‘erself.’ 

1 sort of expected ‘im to take ann bit at this, but it didn't seem 
to put ‘im out not n morsel. He'd got quite cool like all of a 
sudden, and arnsers me calin and steady, 

„u far are they orf now 2" he ses. 

4 About two 'uudred yards,’ I tells ‘im, 

„Good., sex e. ‘ ‘Now. look ‘ere, turn down some street so ns to 
drop me without em seein’ you, and then drive on again as if L 
wos still inside. Keep on for ten minutes—only ten minutes, rnd 
after that you can let ‘em overtake you as soon as you like, ‘Ere's 
the other arf of the note. I'm goin’ to trust to your honour. 

“Well, guv'nor, the long and short of it was I did as he told me, 
I turns down one or two streets and then pulls up sharp, and out 
hops my gent like a shot. But, there, for arf a minnit 1 was 
regularly stiggered—it was another gent altogether to the one ld 
picked up; quite n old man, with grey ‘air and whiskers, diiferent 

at and clothes, and a stoopin’, round-shouldered sort o° tigger, 

“Quick, quick!“ he ses, and then 1. tumbled to the dodge, 
He'd bin disguisin’ hisself all this while in the keb, and precious 
well he d done it too, that’s sure, 

“And it saved ‘im right enough. The ‘tecs passed ‘im full trot 
and kep on, after me for as Jong as I chose to play with ‘em. At 
last [let's ‘em get near enough to hail me, aud thea 1 pulls up as 
innercent ns a lamb, 

*Bloomey ! you should ‘ave seen their faces when they found 
there worn't no one inside the keb, I thought L should bust every 
minnit. They took my number, of course, and next day I ‘nd to 
go up to the Yard and arneer a whole string of questions. But 
they never got nothin' out o“ me, and they never copped the chap 
asf elped get away. And, wot's more, I wasn't particularly sorry, 
Who e was I never found out, but they wanted him cruel bad 
that's cer Auvhow, if ' was a wrong ‘un the note e giv me 
was all right, and that was good enough for me.” 

(Zo be continucd newt ret.) 


“No wonder the girls want to 
be introduced.“ 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Ever-“GReENs” : Cabbages, 
“Past Preying For“: The contents of a burglar-proof safe. 
Mars Meetings: Those at which prayers for the dead are oliered 
up. 
eg 


A GOOD OLD SIGN. 


This is not Mr. Wilson Barrett. It is 
Mrs. Maloney ready to receive her lord and 
master, who is returning from a fortnisht's 
razzle. 
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(i) September's rain. (2) Queen Victoria s Reign. 
MIGHT HAVE SPARED A FEW. 


No. 451.—Mr. Maurice Victor, F. O. S. 

“A man of mystery is the gentleman whose 
portrait we this weck present to our readers. Not 
that we mean to insinuate that a cloud of obscurity 
— 2 over his ordinary actions; it is only in his 
5 fessional capacity that our hero proves a puzzler. 

‘or Maurice is a wizard—a wizard and conjurer ; 
and in the manipulation of rabbits, guinea-pigs, 
bowls of goldfish, half-crowns, pocket handkerchiefs, 
and other accessories of his calling, he is well 
nigh unapproachable, In the art of illusion, too, he 
has few gerous rivals; in fact, as an all-round 
mystifier, he romps away with a very large portion 
of the cracknel. Chietly because he can flummux 
everybody, he was created F. O.., and the ‘Sloper 
Award of Merit’ presented to him July 18th, 1896.“ 

—Debrett Improved, 


“Broker?” “No; broke!” 


KICKS AND HA'PENCE. 


BOAT TO-DAY, SIR ? 


Nelly Montmorence di Varasour, When are you guing to give me 


“Hold tight at the stern, Becky; 1 think we are “Will you come with me to the florist's? I want some flowers for as high a salary as Milly Hautpas? 5 
nearly far enough out, now.“ the table.” What! with all that horticulture in your hat?” Astute Manager. When you can kick as high, my dear. 
U 
OUR PARENTS’ MANNERS. No. 3. JOLLY FOR HER BOY. 


(1) “MisTeER SLopeR,—! say, jeer! ‘Ow would you like your (2) “Or bein’ sent ant o the room just when a few wimmin is 
muvver stoppin’ yer in the middle of a game of leap-frog wif the — assembled to diskuss the merits of their respecktive usbands, an’ a 


boys up our court? Nice, ain't it? gal might pick up a int or two—eh? 


“My Daruina Ettir,—My costume at the 
oT al th bet Condon phaser std the 
sy tee Ts, ’ to all the t London er's, an 
(3) „ tell yer, muvver ain't got no manners at all! Fancy ‘avin (4) “An if 1 ‘appens to stay aat after closin’ time—oh, lor! Well, ane windows will be ee A ick me ‘directly. 
to stop in nussin’ a squallin’ baby just as there's a luvley fite goin' on there! Don't talk tome abaart muvvers nor manners neither! Muvvers Bertie pays, of course. Yours always, 
at the bottom o the court! Why, it’s wuss uor the ‘Great Hassassin!' an' manners is orf. —Yours trooly, LIzA SLAPKINS (aged 9).” “MADGE.” 
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